ACT  TH                C^ESAR'SWIFE                       87

ANNE: Do you think it's fair to Violet? You knows women
act so much on impulse. The surroundings and the
circumstances have so much influence on them. Think
of the excitement of dancing, the magic of this wonderful
night, and the solitude under these stars. You complain
the dice are loaded against you, but now you're double-
loading them against yourself.

ARTHUR: It tortures me, but I must give them the oppor-
tunity to fight the matter out for themselves.

ANNE: Poor child, she's so young.

ARTHUR: Too young.

ANNE: Don't say that; it sounds as though you regretted
having married her.

ARTHUR: Don't you imagine that regret has been tormenting
her ever since she found out what love really was? Even
though I love her with all my heart J know now that I
made a mistake. Do you think you can make anyone love
you by constant tenderness, devotion, and kindness?

ANNE: Not a man perhaps. But a woman yes, yes, yes!

ARTHUR: Whoever loved that loved not at first sight? I
want so tremendously to make her happy, and I've only
made her utterly miserable. And there's no way out.
It's a pity that a convenient attack of brain fever can't
carry me off, but I'm as strong as a horse.

ANNE: You know, Arthur, there's one compensation about
the pains of love. While one's suffering from them one
feels one will never get over them, but one does, and
when they're gone they don't even leave a scar. One
looks back and remembers one's torment and marvels
that it was possible to suffer like that.

ARTHUR: You talk as though you'd had experience,
ANNE: I have.

ARTHUR: I always look upon you as so calm and self-
controlled.